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Alleluia! Welcome to this celebration of the resurrection! Welcome to our service of baptism where we hear our young people claim Jesus as Lord, and we renew our own baptismal vows. This is a day for flowers, bells, trumpets, singing and alleluias! If we haven’t seen you here since last Easter, welcome back! 
Alleluia! Thank God you are here.
 
Thank God for the resurrection! From Scripture and my own experience, resurrection is re-connection --- re-connecting with the life forces of God that give us energy and hope. 
 
We live now in a time of suffering and heartache. We need to get re-connected to life-giving energy. We need to get re-connected with the resurrected Jesus. It’s also good to get re-connected with one another in this faith community. We need each other; we need to borrow faith from each other; we need to lean on each other to catch some of the Spirit which lives in each of us. 
 
We come here looking for Jesus. In the Scripture today, the people came looking for Jesus at the tomb where he was buried. When Mary came to the tomb and found the stone rolled away, she was agitated and distraught. She thought someone had stolen the body. “They have taken the Lord out of the tomb, and we don’t know where they have laid him.”
 
It was important to find Jesus. If he is forever dead and gone, what hope is there? Mary is weeping at the tomb. She turns around and sees Jesus standing there; but in her distress, she thinks he’s the gardener. They talk a bit, and she finally sees who he is. “Rabbi,” she says. And then she runs to tell the other disciples, “I have seen the Lord.” 
At that moment Mary became the first preacher of the gospel.
 
We’re all looking for Jesus. We want to find him. He is our link to God. He represents the fullness of life that God wants us to have. He represents the kind of life we want to live. Even in the midst of all our sufferings, Jesus represents salvation, wholeness, goodness, and joy. In the l980’s when many people in El Salvador were killed by a repressive government, a visiting priest asked the Vicar General if there was a word he wanted to send to the other churches about their experience. 
He said, “Yes, tell them we are suffering horribly and are filled with joy.” This is the ultimate paradox of our resurrection faith. “We may be suffering horribly, but we are filled with joy.” (from David McBriar, Love in a Paper Sack, p. 61)
 
Where do we find the source of our joy? Where do we find Jesus? Some of us have read to our children a series of picture books called “Where’s Waldo?” In these books the object is to look at a sea of faces on both pages, knowing that there is only one Waldo, and he is found somewhere on these pages—if we have the patience to look and search. He usually wears a red scarf and a striped shirt. When I read that book to our children, we were frustrated until we found him. And when we located him, the furrows came out of our brow and smiles came on our faces. “There is Waldo!!”
 
Where’s Jesus? In the Bible we’ve learned the stories of his life and love. But where does he show up now? Where do we see him now? I want to try to answer the question by telling you two stories. Some of you have heard me tell these stories at other times. But I think stories need to be repeated, especially when they tell us about Jesus and where we can find him.
 
The first story is about a famous monastery that had fallen on hard times. In past days the monastery was filled with young monks. There was resounding singing in the church. There was a vibrance about the place. But now it was deserted. People no longer came there to be nourished by prayer. A handful of old monks shuffled through the cloisters and praised God with heavy hearts.
 
On the edge of the monastery woods, an old rabbi had built a little hut. He would come there from time to time to fast and pray. No one ever spoke with him; but whenever he appeared, the word would be passed from monk to monk: “The rabbi walks in the woods.” And, for as long as he was there, the monks would feel sustained by his prayerful presence.
 
One day the abbot of the monastery decided to visit the rabbi and open his heart to him. After the morning Eucharist, the abbot set out through the woods. As he approached the hut, the abbot saw the rabbi standing in the door way, his arms outstretched to welcome him. It was as though he had been waiting for him. The two embraced like long-lost brothers.
 
After awhile the rabbi asked the abbot to sit with him at the wooden table with the Scriptures open on it. They sat there for a moment in the presence of the Book. Then the rabbi began to cry. The abbot then covered his face and began to cry too. For the first time in his life, he cried his heart out.
 
After the tears had ceased to flow, and all was quiet, the rabbi lifted his head, “You and your brothers are serving God with heavy hearts,” he said. “You have come here to ask a teaching of me. I will give you a teaching, but you can only repeat it once. After that, no one must ever say it aloud again.”
 
The rabbi looked straight at the abbot and said, “The Messiah is among you.” There was silence. Then the rabbi said, “Now you must go.”
 
The abbot left without a word and without looking back. The next morning, the abbot called his monks together in the chapter room. He told them he had received a teaching from “the rabbi who walks in the woods,” and this teaching was never again to be spoken aloud. Then he looked at each of the brothers and said, “The rabbi said that one of us is the Messiah.”
 
The monks were startled. “What could it mean?” they all thought. “Is Brother John the Messiah? Is Father Matthew? Or Brother Thomas? Am I the Messiah? What could this mean?
 
They were all puzzled by the rabbi’s teaching. But no one ever mentioned it again.
 
As time went by, the monks began to treat one another with a very warm reverence. There was a gentle, wholehearted, human quality about them now which was hard to describe but easy to notice. They began now to study the Scriptures as people who were looking for something. Visitors to the monastery found themselves moved by the life of the monks. Before long, people were coming from far and wide to be nourished by the prayer life of the monks. And once again, young men were asking to become part of the community.
 
In those days, the rabbi no longer walked in the woods. His hut had fallen into ruins. But somehow or other, the old monks who heard his teaching felt sustained by his prayerful presence. They were transformed! (from William Bausch, Storytelling, Imagination and Faith, p. 138)
 
If we transfer this story to us in this place, we would ask, “Who among us sustains us by prayerful presence? Who among us reminds us of Jesus?
 
The second story is by Loren Eiseley called “The Star Thrower.” Eiseley was a great naturalist, who spent time in a seaside town called Costabel. Since he was plagued by lifelong insomnia, he spent the early morning hours walking on the beach. Each day at sunrise he found townspeople combing the sand for starfish which had washed ashore during the night. They planned to kill them for commercial purposes. It was, for Eiseley, a sign, however small, of all the ways the world says NO to life.
 
One morning Eiseley got up unusually early, and discovered a solitary figure on the beach. This man, too, was gathering starfish, but each time he found one alive, he would pick it up and throw it as far as he could out beyond the breaking surf, back to the nurturing ocean from which it came. As the days went by, Eiseley found this man each morning, involved in his mission of mercy, seven days a week, no matter what the weather. Eiseley named this man “The Star Thrower.” Here on the beach of Costabel the strong reached down to save, not crush, the weak. (from Parker Palmer, The Promise of Paradox)
 
The monks and the star thrower. These are unlikely people, and they point us to Jesus. They are bearing witness to his love, his compassion, his life-giving energy.
 
We may think the resurrection happened long ago. But today, we sing, “Christ the Lord is risen TODAY.” Resurrection continues to happen today as we find life-giving, prayerful energy among us. 
 
When we grasp that the resurrection happens now, then we can pray that wonderful line from Gerard Manley Hopkins, where Easter becomes not a noun, but a verb: “Let him Easter in us.” (from Hopkins, “The Wreck of the Deutschland”).
 
Amen. Alleluia! Amen. Alleluia!
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